A PANEGYRICK 


POEM 


Coronation | 


The lluftrious and Serene, 


JAMES IL 


King of Great Britain, France , and | 
R Ireland, Se, = ff ION 


ErSubjeRs ſing, By 


[1s ring, and Cannons Tore, 
And every Ship .c#me dancing to the Shore, 
To Crown Great F AMES with everlaſting 
And to his Worth ad' Hecatombs of Praiſe; [Bays, 
Thar L oyaliſts may their Allegiance pay, 

And flouriſh forth the Triumph of this Day 

W hich mirigates cur Moan, the Rod to kiſs ; 

And gives our Grief more than Parentheſis. 

Black ſable Night, and Shades, eclips'd our Sky, 
When Royal CHARLES the Good a Great did Jyes 
Bur radienr Beams Great Britain's Haven now clears, 
Since Phabw-7 AMES behind the Cloud _—_— 
Scattering the Vapours of ſad Sighs, to ma 

His Joytul CROVWN our Nations Zodiack. 

The King of kings did Graciouſly deſign 

Him Martial, Mild, Majeſtic, — ivine, 

Ne'r had 4'ſwerw half of his Renown, 

Nor Pomp, nor Splendour, » bapging on his Crown. 


His Queen's like Eſther, for Majeſtick Grace 
Darts trom hereye, and ſhines v'r all her face ; 


In Parts, and Perſon ſhe doth wall agree 
With her great Stem, and noble Pedigree. 
His SubjeQs are more Valiant, (yea, by far) 
Than was Achilles inthe Trojan War. 

' Brittain's & Microcoſm , a Fertile Plain, 
Or Edes's Map, environ'd by the Mgin; . 
Ker King's a Monarch, and none dare withſtand 
His Force of Armes by y ſwelling Sea, or Land : 

ke Lunacy 0 rſhadow'd Britazns Crown, 

ain'd abroad the Garland of Renown, . 
res. (as St. George the Dragon) James doth pur, 

The Viper of Sedition under Foot, 
But there's no Need to ſhew His Maj 
Wirh Bears I borrow from his Twy-light Sky 3 
Let this ſuffice: ] AMES, Brother, __ the Son 
; Of Charles, [ah Charles !} hath now 0 beguy. | 
| Retirethen Rebels, till our Voice was 
In Tork-ſhire Hoes, ak Plaudities of Praiſe. 


"By Þ Peter Ker. 


